2               THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

to dwell much on the exact whereabouts of
a place which has already been described
more than once. I will therefore attempt
no lengthy description, simply stating that
the valley of Manipur lies between Cachar,
the Kubo Valley, and Kohima, and is sur-
rounded by six ranges of hills which separate
it from the tracts of country named. A
pretty place, more beautiful than many of the
show-places of the world ; beautiful in its
habitable parts, but more beautiful in those
tracts covered with forest jungle where the
foot of man seldom treads, and the stillness
of which is only broken by the weird cry
of the hooluck* or the scream of a night-
bird hunting its prey.

We had not been in India many months
when my husband was offered the post of
political agent at Manipur. We were at the
time in a very junior position in Sylhet, a
place which had not fascinated either of us
in our short stay there; but as a junior

* The hooluck is a black monkey, peculiar to Assam.